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Happinesss is a woam gun 


Author's Notes: 


TW for consensual violence, mild swearing and implied/referenced drug addiction 


eR 


Nick Cave's ‘private collection of paintings’ (West Berlin, mid-80s). 


“Blixa, tell them... Verdammt!" 


Darn This word he speaks in German, Blixa shakes, - from that language Nick knows only "death", “star”, 
"beloved", "bitch" and “rocking chair". Sometimes Blixa thinks Nick deliberately does not allow himself to 
remember a single word more, so each time he can helplessly look back “Newspaper, one... ein.. Blix, tellem | 


need a newspaper! 


And then, suddenly - wow... Blixa frowns: explain it by hands. And Nick explains. Successfully, as a rule. 
Sometimes he even does without money. 


Nick's hands are tenacious, restless, ubiquitous. 

"Hi," says Nick 

"Did you miss me?" says his hand, plopping on Blixa's shoulder. 

“No, Blixa shakes his head and resets Nick's palm - like a dead fish to the floor. “No.” 
"Yeah," realizes Nick, looking Blixa in the face - is he drunk? 

“| am drunk!" happily says the hand, returning to its original place. 

Blixa sighs. Nick takes it as a sign of consent. Of course, he's drunk 

"l'm drunk of yoou," palm creeps down along the ridge. “All-wayss." 


“How gross," marvels Blixa. 


Nick marvels in response: what a consciousness! Got drunk - and still understands everything. His hand strokes 
Blixa's back through the fabric of the shirt. But it's boring. He must do something else. Fingers cling under the 
shoulder blade - wow, managed to get four! 

Blixa shudders. Stand up straight, keep your posture... 

"| almost cut myself," jokes Nick, looking with apprehension at his clamped fingertips. "You're like a razor." 
“Then you'd be dead already," snarls Blixa to himself. Out loud, he just yawns. 

“Sleep is not the enemy, food is not the enemy," the hand opens its ugly mouth, mocking. 

“Thank you, | remember," agrees Blixa. Without much conviction, of course. 

EK 

Nick sings, dropping his hand on the strings - beats, as a punishment. "Sings", however, is a very conditional 
term. He nastily stretches the vowels, and even contrives to do the same with the consonants: “Happineeesss 


is a woam gun.." And in a whisper, like a mantra: “Bang-bang, shoot-shoot! 


“Happineeesss," imitates Blixa. He sits on the windowsill, knees pulled to his chest. The height of the fifth floor 
and the lack of support behind his back kinda excite. 


"What?" Nick raises his eyes - wild and dark 
“No, nothing," Blixa watches as the palm, bristled with veins, is twitching above the resonator. 
“Happiness is a warm gun" 


“| know." 


“Warm gun is a gun from that you just shot," explains Nick on the off-chance, and continues, "| need a fix 


‘cause I'm going down...” 
Of course, the gun, and not your syringe, hot from smack. 


“Cause l'm goooeeng dooown.." 


Nick sings this line over and over again, messing around, and suddenly Blixa sees that Cave's foolish smile turns 


to a grin of despair. Yes, a complex chord. 
“Down to the bits.. to the beasts... 


Earlier, many years before, the organ-grinders were wandering in the yards. Blixa thinks he even caught that 


epoch. 


EK 


They lie side by side. Above - glitters the icteric iconostasis, many magazin clippings in the gilded frames 


cover the wall with a solid carpet. 


Nick thinks he loves art. Blixa thinks that Nick loves gold. And maybe the blood on the hands of Jesus. Blixa's a 


little jealous. 


Now Nick has blood on his hands too: it runs a thin stream from a fresh puncture. Blixa smiles: a stream - 
string that has burst, sounding in a minor key. The skin no longer converges, it is transparent-thin, lilac on the 


folds, in scabs - it smiles with red mouths. Nick's hands are laughing. 

Blixa did not react when the grasping fingers dig into his hair to draw closer in a fit of belated empathy. He 
just turns away, as much as possible, leaving a handful of dry burned strands in Nick's palm - just to not see 
the eyes. But fingers pull till the bone crunch, forcing: to turn around, look and be present. 


“| wanted to say. So," Nick completes the sentence and keep silence with a touch of almost pride. 


"Yes?" Blixa drops coldly - like an ice floe from the roof, with a chin - drops the annoying dead paw to the 


sheets. 
“Ah, it does not matter," Nick grins. "Never mind” 
He lets go of Blixa's fragile hair, reaches for the table. Blixa shrugs his stiff neck. 


RK 


Nick holds a cigarette butt in his hand for a long time, so that it burns to the filter, melts, the fire picks up 
to the fingers. Finally, he smells a burning horn - incomparable stench of smoldering epidermis, podged nails. He 
looks at Blixa with surprise. Even with envy - as at the last one here who's capable of something to feel, at 
least in theory. 

Now Blixa, apparently, is experiencing religious ecstasy in relation to the pretty boy toasted on a grill, St. 
Lawrence from National Geographic. When this city disappear - well, or they would be expelled for bad 


behavior, - they should necessarily go to Venice. Someday. 


During the evening check - does he feel or not? - Nick distracts, moves hard and rough. Finally, Blixa just can 
not stand it anymore and groans, then screams - pointlessly, angrily. Ugly. Nick looks down, 


“Does it hurt?" 
Blixa looks up at him with hatred: how do you think? 


Without receiving an answer, Nick continues to move. After another furious yell, he stops and asks, “Should | 


get it out?" 
“Get out? From the fucking door! From the window - get out!" Blixa shouts, and moans, and screams again. 
"My Stern, my Geliebte... till Tod... intentionally recalls Nick. "Verdammt, Hündin". 


He leans on with all his weight, and Blixa feels his own knees rest against his chest, crashing beneath the 


collarbones. 


"Schaukelstuhl!" continues Blixa happily, and laughs, until drunken and very badly brought up hand does not 


squeeze into his mouth. 


RK 


An hour later Blixa finds the strength to move. On the tongue there is a taste of ashes and blood - the 


infernal taste, to be honest. He reaches for the newspaper and tears off a piece to sweep the vomit from the 


bed to the floor. Sleep is not the enemy, food is not the enemy.. 

Nick looks sadly at the ceiling. In such moments even religious art is a weak consolation. Blixa wants to say that 
this is natural: sooner or later you have to choose between sexual ecstasy and intravenous injections of 
opiates, - but he does not know in which language the phrase would sound more offensive. 

Therefore, he just lies down next to him and kisses - first his right hand, the violent one, then left, which is 
calmer - right into the palm. Nick languidly grumbles, grieved by the cruelty of fate and treacherous betrayal 
of his own organism. 


“| need a fix ‘cause I'm going down," sings Blixa in the language of the invaders, and descends below. 


“Down to the beast that | left uptown," touches with his lips the hair path that goes to the bottom of Nick's 
belly. 


“Mother superior, jump the gun," moves the stretched sheet and ironically - habitually - sighs. Nick stops 


whining and looks with concentrated curiosity. 


Blixa feels pride in advance. Heady, intoxicating pride. Nick's hand scratches his cheek with uncut nails and 


buries into his hair tearing, twisting the next strand, but he's proud, he's just fucking happy. 
And he sings to himself, and - sorry, Nick! Half the lines in German, - but the meaning is the same. 


“And when | hold you in my arms, and | feel my finger on your trigger, | know nobody can do me no harm. 


Because happiness is a warm gun. 


Warm gun is a gun from that you just shot. 


